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Spirits and laughter, except when a sudden mood, like the monsoon covering the sky with black clouds, would plunge us abruptly into profound depressions or fits of temper according to personality.
Every form of life was prolific, including the bacteria. The sun gave life and took it away; inspired activity and sapped vitality. It is no accident that the "starvation" belt roughly follows the tropics round the world. The half-sized eggs that we had for breakfast were symbolical.
Some seemed less overcome than others by the spiritual and physical climate. Such a one was Eric Linklater, who came out to join us as assistant editor in 1925. I was detailed to meet him at Ballard Pier and went on board the P. & O. liner with the faintly patronising air of a sixth-form boy (with one year's experience of India) taking charge of a novi. I hunted about the decks and eventually found a pile of baggage marked "E. R. R. Linklater." Soon the owner arrived, a strongly built man of medium height, prematurely bald, with a finely domed forehead and rimless pince-nez glasses. He was serious and preoccupied—as everyone is at such a moment—and he was not in the least disposed to be patronised. I was growing used to Scottish accents by this time, but I would not have instantly placed him as an Orcadian.
Link came to live in the chummery, Low having moved out to more exalted quarters. I always thought of him as a moderate, quiet and studious man, toughened and tempered by his war experiences. He wrote competent leading articles, but never in my wildest dreams did I imagine that he would write a best-seller like Juan in America and become in my lifetime one of the most amusing, inventive and original of contemporary writers, whose command of language is prodigious. Nor did I associate his habit of scribbling in notebooks with The Dark Lady of the Sonnets, or it might have given me a clue.
The young men about town who took an earnest interest in the lighter side of life were known as "functioneeros." Link was never a functioneero ; in fact, he did not play tennis, cricket or football and I cannot remember ever seeing him at a social function. He was not so mad on exercise as